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my sister.    It is a portion of thee and a portion of me which are of kin.   0 my sister ! 0 Diana! thy tracks are on the eastern hill; thou newly didst pass that way.    I, the hunter, saw them in the morning dew.    My eyes are the hounds that pursued thee.   I hear thee ; thou canst speak, I cannot; I fear and forget to answer; I am occupied with hearing.    I awoke and thought of thee;  thou wast present  to  my mind.    How earnest thou there ?    Was I not present to thee, likewise ? "
In such a lofty mystical strain did this Concord Endymion declare his passion for Nature, in whose green lap he slumbers now on the hill-side which the goddess nightly revisits.
" 0 sister of the sun, draw near, With softly-moving step and slow, For dreaming not of earthly woe Thou seest Endymion sleeping here!"